XX
BAZAROV leaned out of the coach, while
Arkady thrust his head out behind his com-
panion's back, and caught sight on the steps of
the little manor-house of a tall, thinnish ma
with dishevelled hair, and a thin hawk nose,
dressed in an old military coat not buttoned up,
He was standing, his legs wide apart, smoking
a long pipe and screwing up his eyes to keep
the sun out of them.
The horses stopped.
c Arrived at last,' said BazaroVs father, still
going on smoking though the pipe was fairly
dancing up and down between his fingers.
1 Come, get out; get out; let me hug you.'
He began embracing his son . . . ' Enyusha,
Enyusha,' was heard a trembling woman's voice.
The door was flung open, and in the doorway
was seen a plump, short, little old woman in a
white cap and a short striped jacket She
moaned, staggered, and would certainly have
fallen, had not Bazarov supported her.   Her
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